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1817.] Original Poetry. 115 

Away with such. — But let not wisdom scorn 
Those purer works that sense and taste adorn ; 
Whose pages, never soiled by vice, admit 
The force of genius, and the play of wit. 
It is a crime with such, to while away 
The listless moments of a languid day ? 
With them, the hour of trouble to beguile, 
And raise, in spite of care, one sunny smile ? 
With them in tender sympathy to glow, 
And shed a tear for even fabled woe ? 
"No — they have soothed, in many a troubled soul, 
The stubborn passions that disdained control ; 
Have roused the slumbering feelings, by their art, 
And as they warmed the fancy, warmed the heart ; 
And they have given, and this enough we deem, 
To you amusement ; — and to me a theme. 



The Cave of Eolus. — Imitated from Virgil. 

High on a throne, within his vast domain, 
The monarch Eolus rul'd a vassal train ; 
Reluctant winds fierce struggling hecompell'd, 
And threatening tempests in his prison held. 
In murmurs hoarse, and haughty tones they rave, 
And lash, indignant, their detested cave. 

But He, serene in pow'r, his sceptre wields, 
And by his nod control'd their fury yields, 
Which did he not, their tyrant ire* would sweep 
The winnow'd earth to mingle with the deep ; 
Ere this, had rush'd to heav'n sublime, and hurl'd 
The skies in chaos with a ruin'd world. 

Once, to this warring cell, of troubled name, 
With humbled step the haughty Juno came, 
Surpriz'd the king perceiv'd the unwonted guest, 
Her hurried accent, and her strange request. 

' Oh thou, to whom the Almighty Sire consign'd 

The throne of storms, — the sceptre of the wind, 

A race by me detested spread their sails, 
On Tyrrhene seas, from Troy's unpeopled vales, 
And bear presumptuous to my lov'd abodes 
Their batter'd armours, and their vanquish'd gods. 

But thou, Imperial King, to whom is given 
To rule the waves, and loose the winds of heaven. 
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Incite thy wildest pow'rs, that ceasless roam, 
Like fetter'd pris'ners round thy vaulted dome, 
In whirling gulphs their shatter'd vessels sweep, 
And strew tlieir corses o'er the boiling deep ; 
So shall thy vast and lonely hall display, 
Such honours as the wife of Jove can pay.' 



Hi- 



Imitation of the lines repeated by the poet Lucan, after his veins 
were opened, by order of the emperour JVero. 

No more the blood distils in measures slow. 
The gushing veins like eddying torrents flow, 
The <-old hands fail — the pulse no longer beats, 
Life to her trembling citadel retreats — 
Nerves the sunk heart to ward the dreaded blow, 
Arms all her force to combat with her foe ; 
But death and destiny, with purpose dire,' 
Press to the fortress where her steps retire, — 
Quench her pale taper, rend her feeble span, 
And rise victorious o'er the strength of man. H. 



